TODAY

Present time is the omnibus,
The frigidaire, the rustless knife,
US.
We have no high-grade hats, no cheap amours,
No absinthe served with petits-fours,
Ours not the saved skin, the lost honour.
But the cute jupon
The cut coupon
The clean slate
A child's estate.
No blunderbuss.
No old-world fuss.
Merely the rising tide of tears
For those returning with our fears,
The maimed, the halt, the blind, the shocked,
With whom our world is nobly stocked.
Loved ones.
Sons of guns.
Docked lives
Clocking in.